MARSHAL   KEY

he asked the women, who chorused their approval of its
cut and colour. At last he relieved himself by thrusting
the maid's arms into the sleeves, whereupon Madame
Junot observed that she resembled a wooden horse in a
tailor's shop at the Palais Royal. So the coat was folded
up, amid laughter, and f returned to the portmanteau.
And that night Ney walked the crowded gallery and the
cool arcades of Trianon not as courtier but a Marshal of
the Empire,

For it needed more than a superfluous covering to turn
the head of the cooper's son who was soon to perform the
greatest rear-guard exploits in the 'whole of history.
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